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welcoming everyone, as though he were giving a
party and knew that it would be a great success. He
smiled, he whispered Christmas greetings, and when
Inspector Gurney, with his large wife and three
children, stopped and insisted on shaking hands with
him, wishing him a happy Christmas, his cup was
really full.

The Marlowes had a reserved seat in the front
of the nave, and Broad, undoing the cord, tendered
them Christmas greetings with great dignity. Penny
knelt down and covered her face with her hands. Her
thoughts would not be controlled. She tried to say
the Lord's Prayer, but whether she said it or no she
could not be sure. She was so very happy that
prayers were meaningless. She had left the Donatello
figure at Lampiron's house and now she wondered
what he would do. She had never felt about anyone
like this before.

It was a kind of worship, a longing to serve, to
give, to surrender. She had no thought of any
physical love. She did not see Lampiron as a man,
but rather as a force, a power composed of all the
elements that seemed to her most beautiful. She
did not at all want that he should return any of her
own feeling. She was not even sure that she wished
to see him* All that she needed was that she should
know that he was alive and not far away. And at the
same time if she did see him her happiness would be
almost more than she could bear.

She rose from her knees and sat demurely between
her father and mother. Her father was very softly
humming to himself, and this, Penny knew, distressed
her mother* But she could think of nothing but that
she might see Lampiron pass up the aisle. Because